
Toemsl 

O LcaR the world fliould faske you to rccitCj 
What merit liv’d in me that you (hould loue 
After my dcath(deare love) forget me ^uite, 

For you in me call nothing worthy prove. 

VnlelTe you would devife fbme vertuouslyc? 

To doe more for me then miKe ownc deferr. 

And liange more prayfc upon d^ee;^cd I, 

Then nigard truth would willingly^part : 

O leaft your true love may feeme falfc in thiJ; 

That you for love fpeake well of me untrue. 

My name be buried where my body is. 

And live no more to fliame nor mejnor you. 

For I am (hamd by that which I bring forth. 
And fo (liould ypu,to love thin^^s nothing worth,' 
But be contented when that fell areft. 

Without all baylefliall carry me away, 

My life iiatli in tl -is line feme intereft. 

Which formemoriall fiillwith thee (hall day. 
When thou reviewed this,thou doft review* 

The very part was confecrate to thee, 

The earth can have but earth, which is his due, 

My fpirit is thine the better part of me. 

So then thou haft’ but loft the dregs of life. 

The prey of wormes, my body being dead. 

The coward conqueft of a wretches knife. 

To bafe of thee to be remembred . 

The worth of that, is that which it containes. 

And that is tbisiand this with thee remaioes.' 





Poems^ ; 

Nit magnislnvidia. 

T Hat thou art blam’d (hall not be thy defeft. 

For (landers marke was ever yet the faire, 

^ The ornament of beautie is fufpeft, 

A Crow that flics in heavens fweeteft ayre. 

So thou be good, (lander doth but approve. 

Their worth the greater being woo’d of time, 

For Canker vice the fweeteft buds doth love. 

And thou prcfent’ft a pure unftayned prime. 

Thou haft pad by thcambulh ofyoungdayes, 

Either not alTaild, or victor being charg’d, 

Yetthis thy praife cannot be fo thy praife. 

To t VC up en vy vermore ini arged, 

Jffome fiifped of ill maske not thy fliow. 

Then thou alone kingdomes of hearts (liouldft owe. 



Love.ficke» 

qHow I faint when I of you doe write, 
Knowing a better fpirit doth ufc your name. 
And in the pray(e thereof fpends all his might, 
To make me tongue-tide (peaking of your fame. 
But fince your worth ( wide as the Ocean is^ 

The humble as theproudeft fade doth beare, 
Myfawfie barke (inferior farre t© his) 

On your broad aiaine doth wilfully appwre. 
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